TRAVEL-DIARY
After this short respite the D. EL Lawrence Todesfahrt
continued. But we were braver now. With food inside us
we ventured to admire the view. There were water-mills
in the river far below. The hills were cultivated to their
summits; the striped, wheat-covered folds of the moun-
tains looked like yellow corduroy. 'Oh, my Gard!' ex-
claimed Mr. Liu, and was abruptly and violently car-
sick. A few miles further on Major Yang, who had been
looking very thoughtful, followed his example.
Towards the end of the afternoon we descended into
the plain. There were more villages here, and a good many
buses and lorries. Twice our chauffeur escaped a head-on
collision by inches. 'The Chinese', somebody once told us,
'are very lucky drivers/ But not always. Along this part of
the roadside we counted five hopelessly shattered wrecks.
A little further on we passed an embankment where a
line of track was under construction. 'That', Mr. Liu told
us, 4is the secret railway.' We were much intrigued: 'Why
is it secret? Who is it secret from? How can you keep a
railway secret?' we asked. 'It is secret,' Mr. Liu replied.
Just after six o'clock we reached Tunki—the end of to-
day's journey. We are staying at the Yellow Mountain
Hotel, whose trellised verandah overhangs the shallow,
straggling river, with a background of dark, bumpy moun-
tains stained by the setting sun. All along the bank, women
are washing clothes in the pebbled stream; there are wil-
low-groves along the shore; in a distant field some soldiers
are playing blind-man's-buff. This might be a small town
in the north of Italy. Tomorrow, says Mr. Liu, we shall
go up to the front by car, returning to Kin-hwa the day
after.
About half an hour after I had finished writing the
above, there was a clatter in the passage and the sound of
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